RALPH    RASHLEIGH
see what these sounds portended. His eyes were glaring with
cunning and bloodthirstiness, and his tongue wet his lips as
he saw O'Leary approach the abandoned bivouac with cat-
like stealth. O'Leary carried a gun, and was followed by
four well-armed men Into the open space. After a whispered
consultation they separated and approached the heaps of
clothing which they took to be their victims. At a sign from
Foxley, he and his confederates fired at the constables, two
of whom fell immediately. Before O'Leary had recovered
sufficiently from his surprise to be able to present his piece,
Foxley clubbed his gun and, rushing upon the traitor, dealt
him a blow which broke the stock of the musket and dropped
him without even a groan. The unwounded constables fired
their pieces at random and then made off.
The three bushrangers surrounded the fallen traitor.
*He ain't dead,' said Smith, in a venomous tone. * Stand
aside while I blow his brains out.5
'Hold!* shouted Foxley, knocking up the other's gun as
he was about to fire. 'Don't hurt him for your life, I
wouldn't let him die so easy a death for a thousand pounds!'
He fetched water and bathed O'Leary's face until he
recovered consciousness.
The bushrangers then proceeded to examine the fallen
men. The first was stone dead, and while they were strip-
ping the body naked, Rashleigh saw the other, whose thigh
was broken, raise himself, and deliberately resting his barrel
on a log, take careful aim at McCoy, who, unaware of his
danger, was standing guard over O'Leary. The bullet just
missed the bushranger, burying itself in the trunk of the
tree against which he leaned. Foxley, with a bestial roar,
sprang upon the wounded constable with his knife, stabbing
him with abandoned savagery until his yells weakened into
muffled sobs. As the ringleader raised himself, McCoy
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